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A SONG FOR THE CHILDREN.- -

Oh, if I could
Sing ttc song I wo :ld.

Do you know what that son? would be!
Twould be one to ring

And joy to bring
From the east to tt western sea.

The children all
Its clarion cull

Should echo with hearts grown glad,
And everywhere
Its cheery air

Make sorrowing souls less sad,

It would hold the note
Of the linnet's throat

And the meadow-lark'- s trill of glee,
And the katydid's dear
Little chirp, at.d queer,

Quaint chime of the

The cricket's chir
And the velvet whir

Of butterflies' wings; and the hum
Of busy bee3
And the talk of the trees,

When the wild winds wandering com

The sound of the sea
In its rhythm would be,

And the drip of the rill,
And the broken dream
Of the old

Fettered, but foam-fre- stilL

The flutter of fleet,
Fine fairy feet.

That dance till the dawn appears;
And the surge of corn
In the summer morn,

Rustling its golden spears.

The lisp of the wheat.
And the whispers sweet

When the clovers their secrets tell,
The scamper from school
To swim in the pool,

The tinkle of supper-bel-

The rush of the rai
At the window pane,

When the earth is pa.xhed with drouth;
The cliuking hail
Of pearls in the pail,

Sweet for the baby's mouth.

The flare of the fire
When the flame leaps higher.

The crackling of nuts in its glow;
The crinkling, aloof,
Crisp creep on the roof,

When the frost steals up like a foe

The silvery swing
Of skates that ring,

The laughter merry and gay;
And the drowsy prayer,
By mamma's chair,

At the close of a lovely day.'
Kate M. Cleary, in N. Y. Ledger.

HIS OTHER SELF.

The VagTant Who Read His Own
Inscription.

On a July evening at dusk two boys
sat near the crest of a grass-grow- em-

bankment by the railroad at the west-
ern side of a Pennsylvania town. They
talked in low tones of the sky's glow
above where the sun had set beyond
the low hills across the river; and also
of the stars and of the moon, which was
over the housetops behind them. There
was noise of insects chirping in the
grass and of steam escaping from loco
motive boilers in the engine shed.

A rumble sounded from the north
and in that direction a locomotive head-
light came into view. It neared as the
Tumble grew louder and soon a freight
train appeared. This rolled past at the
foot of the embankment.

From between two grain cars leaped
a man rnd after him another. So rap-
idly was the train moving that they
seemed to be hurled from it. Both
alighted upon their feet One, tall and
lithe, led the way up the embankment,
followed by the other, who was short
and stocky.

"Bums," whispered one of the boys
at the top of the embankment.

The tramps stood still when they
reached the top. Even in the half-lig-

itcouldbe seen that their clothes were
frayed and torn. They wore

cast-of-f hats; the tall man, whose face
was clean-cu- t and made a pretense of
being smooth shaven, had a pliable
one; the other was capped by a dented
derby.

'Here's yer town at last! And it
looks like a very jay place at that;"

aid the short tramp to the tall one,
casting his eyes toward the house roofs
eastward.

The boys, sitting twenty feet away,
l)ecame silent and cautiously watched
the newcomers.

"Yep," replied the tall tramp, in a
deep but serious and quiet voice; "and
right about here's the snot where I
jumped on a freight train fifteen years
ago, the night I ran away from home
That seems like yesterday, though I've
not been here since.

"Skipped a good home because the
old lady brought you a new dad! You
wouldn't catch me bein? run out by no
stepfather! Lilly, you was rash!'

"Mebbe 1 w as. But on the dead, Pete,
it was mostly jealousy. I thought my
mother couldn't care for me any more
if she oould take a second husband. My
ister thought so, too, but she wasn't

able to get away like me! Of course I
.was wrong. It was boyish pique drove
me away. I didn't fancy having an
uther man in my dead father's place,
tither. And I wanted to get around
md see the world a bit. After I'd gone

1 often wished I hadn't I'd never im
agined how much I loved mother and
sis. But I was tougher and prouder in
some wavs than most kids. You can't
understand that Bort of thing, Pets,
And you can't guess how I feel bein'
back here for the first time in fifteen
.years. Think of it, I was just fifteen
when I came away. Why, 1 spent half
Toy life here, re tie!"

"Oh, I've read somewhere about that
the way great men feel when they

visit their native towns."
The short tramp took a clay pipe

from his coat pocket and stuffed into it
a cigar end fished from another pocket
Then he inquired:

"And now you're here, Billy, what
are you go'n' to do?"' .

"Only ask around what's become o'
my folks, then go away. It won't take
long.'"

"There'll be a through coal train
along in about an hour, 'cordin' to what

,ie flagman told us at that last town.

Will you be back in time to bounce
that?'

"Yes. We needn't stay here. There's
little to be picked up in a place like
this."

"Then skin along anfi make yer in
vestigations. 1 11 sit here and smoke
till you come back. . If you could pinch
a bit o' bread an' meat by the way, it
wouldn't hurt."

"I'll try," answered the tall tramp.
"I'm goin' to ask the kids yonder, first,
if any o' my people still live here."

The tall tramp strode over to the two
loys. His companion shambled down
the embankment to obtain, at the turn
table near the locomotive shed across
the railroad, a red-h- cinder with which
to light his pipe.

"Do you youngsters know people
here bv the name of Kershaw?" began
the tall tramp standing beside the two
boys.

Both remained sitting on the grass.
One shook his head. The other said:

No."
The tramp was silent for a moment

Then it occurred to him that his mother
had taken his stepfather's name and
his sister might be married. Therefore
he asked:

"How about a family named Coates?"'
"None here," replied one of the boys.
But the other said: "Coates? That's

the name of Tommy Hackett's grand-
mother. Don't you know, Dick old
Mrs. Coates."

The tramp drew and expelled a
quick, audible breath.

"Then," he said, "this Mrs. Coates
must be the mother of Tommy's moth-
er. Do you know what Tommy's moth-
er's first name is?"

"I heard Mora call her Alice once."
The tramp's eyes glistened.
"And Mr. Coates?" he inquired.
"Oh, I never heard of him. I guess

he died long ago."
"And Tominv Hackett's father, who's

he?"
"He's the boss down at the freight

station Agent, I think they call him."
"Where does this Mrs. Coates live?"
"She lives with the Hackctts. Would

you like to see the house? Me and Dick
has to go past it on the way home. We'll
show you."

"Yes, I would like to see the house."
The boys arose, one of them rather

sleepily. They led the way across the
railway company's lot, then along a
sparsely built-u- p street, and around a
corner into a more populous but quiet
highway. At the corner was a grocery
and store; beyond that were
neat and airy two-stor- houses, fronted
by yards closed in by iron fences. One
of these houses had a little piazza, on
which sat two children. From the
half open door and from two windows
came light.

"That's Hackett's house," said one of
the boys.

"Thanks, very much," replied the
tramp, continuing to walk with them.

The boys looked surprised at his not
stopping at the house, but they said
nothing.

At the next corner the tramp spoke
up: "I think I'll go back now. Good-

night, youngsters!"
The boys trudged on, and the tramp

retraced his steps. When he reached
the Ilacketts' house he paused at the
gate. The children, a boy of eight and
a girl of six, looked at him curiously
from the piazza.

"Are you Mr. Hackett's little boy and
girl," he asked.

The girl stepped back to the hall
door and stood there. The boy looked
up at the tramp, and answered: "Yes,
sir."

"Is your mother in?"
"No, she's across the street at Mrs.

Johnson's."
"She'll be back soon," added the girl
"Grandmother's in, though," contin

ued the boy. "Would you like to see
her?"

"No, no! Don't call her. I just
wanted to see vour mother."

"Do you know mamma?" inquired
the girl.

"Well no! I knew her brother, your
uncle."

"We haven't any uncle except Uncle
George, and he's papa's brother," said
the bov.

"What! not an Uncle Will Uncle
Will Kershaw?"

"0 h! yes," assented the bov. "Did
you know him before he died? That
was a long time ago."

The tramp made no other outward
manifestation of his surprise than to
be silent and motionless for a time.
Presently he said in a trembling voice:

"Yes. before he died. Do you remem-
ber when he died?"

"Oh, no. That was when mamma
was a girl She and grandmother often
talk about it, though. Uncle Will
started west you know, when he was
fifteen years old. He was standing on
a bridge out near Pittsburgh one day
and he saw a little girl fall into the
river. He jumped in to save her, but
he was drowned, 'cause his head hit a
stone and that stunned him. They
didn't know it was Uncle Will or w ho
it was, at first but mamma read about
it in the papers and Grandpa Coates
went out to see if it wasn't Uncle Will,
lirandpa 'dentified him and thev
brought him back here, but what do
you think, the doctor wouldn't allow
them to open his coffin, and so grand-
ma and mamma couldn't see him. He's
buried up in the graveyard, next Grand-
pa Kershaw, and there's a little monu'
ment there that tells all about how he
died tryin1 to save a little girl from
drownin . I can read it but Mamie can't
She's my little sister there."

The tramp had seated himself on the
piazza step. He was looking vacantly
before him. He remained so until the
boy, frightened at his silence, moved
further from him toward the door,
Then the tramp arose suddenly.

"WeU," he said, huskily, "I won't
wait to see your mamma. You needn't
tell her about me bein' here. But, say

could I just get a look at at your
grandma, without ' her knowing any
thing about it?" . .

The boy took his sister's hand and
withdrew into the doorway. Then he
said: "Why, of 'course; You can see
her through the window."

The tramp stood against the edge
of the piazza upon iis toes, and craned

his neck to see through one of the
lighted windows. So he remained
for several seconds. Once during that
time he closed his eyes, and the mus-

cles of his face contracted. Then he
opened his eyes again. They were
moist

He could see a gentle old lady, with
smooth gray hair and an expression of
calm and not unhappy melancholy.
She was sitting in a rocking chair, her
hands resting on the arms, her look
fixed unconsciously on the paper on the
wall. She was thinking, and evidently
her thoughts, though sad, perhaps,
were not keenly painful.

The tramp read that much upon her
face. Presently, without a word, he
turned about and hurried away, closing
the gate after him.

When the two children told about
their visitor later, their mother said:

"You mustn't talk to strange men,
Tommy. You and Mamie should have
come right in to grandma."

Their father said: "He was probably
looking for a chance to steal something.
I'll let the dog out in the yard

And their grandmother: "I suppose
he was only a man who likes to hear
children talk, and, perhaps poor fel-
low, he has no little ones of his own."

The tramp knew the way to the ceme-
tery. But first he found the house
where he had lived as a boy. It looked
painfully rickety and surprisingly
small. So he hastened from before it,
and went up by a back street
across the town creek and up a hill,
where at last he stood before the ceme-
tery gate. It was locked; so he climbed
over the wall He went still further
up the hill, past tombstones that looked
very white and trees that looked very
green in the moonlight. At the top ol
the hill he found his father's grave.
Beside it was another mound and at
the head of this a plain little pillar.
The moon was high now and the tramp
was used to seeing in the night Word
by word he could slowly read upon the
marble this inscription:

"William Albert, beloved son of the late
Thomas Kershaw and his wife Rachel; born in
Bnckville, Augusts, 1862; drowned In the Alle-
gheny river near Pittsburgh, July 27, 1877, while
hr oically endeavoring to save the life of s
diild."

The tramp laughed and then uttered
a sigh.

"I wonder," he said, aloud, "what
poor bloke it is that's iin' duty for me
under the ground here!-- '

And at the thought that he owed an
excellent posthumous reputation to the
unknown who had happened to re-

semble him fifteen years before, he
laugTied louder. Having no one near to
share his mirth he looked up at the
amiable moon and nodded knowingly
thereat as if to say:

"This is a fine joke we're enjoying
between ns, isn't it?"

And by and by he remembered that
he was being waited for, and he strode
from the grave and from the cemetery.

By the railroad the short tramp, hav-
ing smoked all the refuse tobacco in
his possession, was growing impatient
Already the expected coal train had
heralded its advent by whistle and pun
and roar when his associate joined him.

"Found out all you wanted to
know?" queried the stout little vag-
abond, starting down the embankment
to mount the traia

"Yep," answered the tall vagrant,
contentedly.

The small man grasped the iron rod
attached to the side of one of the mov
ing coal cars and swung his foot into
the iron stirrup beneath. His com-
panion monnted the next car in the
same way.

"Are you all right, Kersh?" shouted
back the short tramp, standing safe
above the "bumpers."

"All right" replied the tall tramc
climbing upon the end of a car. . "But
don't ever call me Kersh any more.
Alter this I m always Bill the Bum.
Bill Kershaw's dead" and he added,
to himself: "and decently buried on the
hill over there under the moon."
Robert N. Stephens, in Philadelphia
rress.

THE MISS BETTYS.

Men Who Have No Excuse foi
Living.

The counterpart of the masculine girl
is the effeminate man. who crowds the
piazza of the summer hotel or monopo-
lizes valuable space in the athletic club-roo-

He pays his dues, not that he
cares anything about the sport but be
cause it is the style and there is an ad-
vantage in having access to fine sta
tionery. This Miss Betty is as muscu
lar as a chicken and as vain as a pea- -
cock, tie talks in a thin treble voice,
his hands are soft and white, his finger-
nails are manicured twice a day and his
coat fits tight to show off the graceful
lines of his figure. He wears snake
rings on both hands, perfume in his
hair and mustache, an ineffable look of
weariness and cultivates a supreme
contempt for people in general. Al
though an ardent advocate of marriage
he has long since ceased to regard it in
the light of his progenitors.

He is a lover of his own comfort and
ease. He fancies silk underwear, good
stories and select amusements. He
must have good clothes in variety and
abundance, and, being a gourmet can-
not abide home cooking. Of course he
is fond of society, and would not object
to a wife provided she is able to take
care of him and will promise that thev
shall not be bothered by family rela
tives, i nis exquisite empty-hea- d is not
to be blamed for putting himself in the
highest market A free-bor- n citizen,
he has yet to know why he should not
command as high a price as the fops
and dandies in the foreign market for
his name and hand.

Interrot-.t- e this shallow, impecuni-
ous youth and he will tell you that
"really he has no desire to marry and
no intention of providing for a wife,
but if any rich girl comes along with a
little beauty and money enough for &

matrimonial venture, why, I often
don't mind signing the contract"' She does come along; it is a notori-
ous fact that she does more than her
share of the lovemaking and the con-
tract is signei-O- ld Homestead, v

It is a fact that the longer a man is
straitened by circumstances the mora
likely he is to turn out crooked. -

AGRICULTURALHINTS.

MAKING POTATO STARCH.

A Simple Operation Requiring But Little
Machinery.

Some time ago the necessity for de-

vising some means of making use of the
large quantity of unmerchantable po-

tatoes that had accumulated in the
city and that were held in the interior
because of the lack of a remunerative
market led to the discussion of the
feasibility of manufacturing starch
from the surplus tubers. Several es-

tablishments were put in operation,
and farmers all over the state were in-

quiring as to tne necessary machinery,
cst of operation, methods, etc.

The process is so simple and the
mechanism so inexpensive that there is

nothing to prevent potato growers all
over the state w ho are threatened with
a surplus from engaging in the making
of starch. The New England Home-

stead gives a short account of the oper-
ation, and it is reproduced here for the
benefit of readers who may be disposed
to engage in the industry. A wire bas- -

ket to wash the tubers, a rotary rasp-
ing machine, a few large tubs or water-
tight hogsheads, some wire and hair-
cloth sieves and a drying-roo- com-

prise the principal pieces.
A simple rasping machine is shown

in figure 1, and consists of a band
wheel (A), over the rim of which has
been secured, rough side out, a piece of
sheet iron previously roughened up
like a nutmeg prater by punching it
full of holes. The wheel is mounted on
an axle supported by the wooden
frame so as to revolve immediately be-

neath the mouth of a metal-line-

wooden hopper (B).
A more effective rasper or grinder is

shown in figure 2. It consists of a
cylinder (C) twenty inches in diameter
and two feet long, mounted on an axis.
It is armed with steel saw plates,
placed about of an inch
apart, parallel with the cylinder and
having small and regular teeth. The
plates are held in position by iron
clamps, so that the toothed edges pro-

ject about four-fifth- s of an inch from
the periphery of the drum. It is driven
at the rate of about eight hundred revo
lutions per miDnte before the hopper

and is capable of pulping about forty
eight bushels of potatoes an hour. In
both these machines the rasping sur
faces are kept clean by the action of
small jets of water projected with
some force.

As the washed potatoes are passed
through one of these machines, the
pulp and wash water are run off into
tubs, and after the coarser particles
have been deposited, the milky liquid is
drawn off into other tubs, and the
starchy matter allowed to settle; or, as
in large factories, the pulp may be
rubbed and washed through a series of
sieves, ranging from coarse wire gauze
to fine haircloth. After repeated wash
ings with fresh water in the tubs, to
separate the gummy and fibrous mat
ters, the starch granules are finally al
lowed to settle, and after the water has
been drawn off the pasty mass of
starch and water is run off into long
wooden troughs, slightly inclined,
wherein the paste gradually hardens as
the water drains off. When hard
enough, it is cut into blocks and put on
shelves in a warm room to dry out.
With good management, from seven
teen pounds to eighteen pounds of clear
starch can be obtained by these simple
means from 100 pounds of average po
tatoes.

SHEEP SHEARINGS.

Ten good sheep are better than thirty
poor ones.

Do not attempt to keep too many
sheep on the pasture.

Does warm weather favor the growth
of wool? asks an inquirer. Certainly

It is of no use to expect profit from
early lambs, unless they are given the
best of care.

Wool, when first taken from the
sheep looks better and weighs heavier
than it ever will afterwards.

In England the flockmasters change
the feed of the flock quite often, and
even change the pastures.

The flock that is regularly fed and
watered and properly housed from
storms will produce the best fleeces.

Tbebe is no call in the market for
thin sheep or lambs. At least the call
is not very loud, not loud enough to in
dicate profit

Timotht hay for sheep is like a fence
rail as compared to clover. Besides if
it is not cut until the straw becomes
ripe it is dangerous to lambs.

Will not the production of good mut
ton be over done? asks a correspon
dent Not in your life, friend, and we
have not the slightest idea how young
you are either.

We may produce the best fleece that
ever grew on 'a sheep's "back, but if
wi handle the wool carelessly, an in
ferior wool that is better handled will
bring a better price than ours.-Fa- nn

ers' Voioe.

A STUDY OF PLANTS.

The Wherefore of the Remarkable Nu
trition of Young- Gnui.

The recent discovery that the early
product is the most profitable applies
not only to animals, but to crops. The

steer, the yearling or
the three-mont- lamb, the broiler
chicken, the cow are all
now indispensable for full profit of
their rearing and feeding. And so it
is with the fruit, the vegetables and
the grass. The cows on the fresh
young grass show by the abundant
milk and rich, golden, d

butter that their feed is just what
they require. But few farmers or
dairymen really know why this is so,
believing that such grass is too full of
water and really deficient in nutriment
ThU is a great mistake. It is the young
grass that is the most nutritious, and
has less water in proportion to the
nutriment it contains and more fat in
it. The fresh young clover has much
more of the albuminoids and the fat
than that in full blossom, and ripe
lover is still more deficient in nutri

ment the digestible matters having
been largely changed into indi-

gestible substance. Young grass
has the same proportion of nu-

triment over grass as
clover has, and in this we may find
the reason why, as the season advances,
the cows fall off in yield and the milk
is less and less rich. And in the late
summer when the second growth comes,
it is this superiority of the n

grass to which the increased flow of
milk and the higher yield and quality
of butter are due. Everyone knows of
these facts, but not of the cause of
them. There is no food better for a
cow than the clippings of the lawn-gras-

which is always young and ten-

der and rich in nutriment It is com
monly thought that this young grass
contains an excess of water. Not so.
It has an excess of sap, but as the flow-

ing sap of the maple pours from the
tree in spring it is rich in sugar, and
while there is more water in the tree,
this water is saturated with the most
nutritious elements. A plant can only
take in food dissolved in water, and
thus when it is growing most rapidly,
and is in us most nutritious condition,
it must have the most water in it but
this water is only the vehicle which
carries the nutritive matter. Thus the
more water the more solid nutriment

X. Y. Tribune.

HOMEMADE WHEELHOE.

An Excellent Tool for the Cultivation of
Garden Crops.

I send you a pencil sketch of a wheel- -

hoe I made last spring. It is an excel-
lent little tool for the cultivation of
garden orops, especially in a small gar-
den where it is hardly practicable to
use a horse and cultivator, and where
vegetables are planted close together,
such as onions, etc. In the onion
patch I can do as much work with it as
five men can with horse. It is licrht
and easily handled.

The soil should be free from stones
or rubbish and this is just the way a
garden should always be. It should
not be allowed to bake. No whcelhoe
can be successfully used in crusted soil
Work as soon after a rain as the
ground will crumble nicely.

The wheel is off of a mowin? machine
and is eight inches in diameter. The
axle is eight inches long. The cut
ter is a piece of a buggy spring twenty-si- x

inches long, and about
of an inch thick, and bent as shown in
cut, and attached to the handles six
inches from axle. The two braces are

eight inches long and attached to the
cutter about two inches above the
band. There are two holes in end of
each brace, and also in each end of cut
ter, to regulate the depth. The han
dles are attached to the axle by two
pieces ol strap iron and a bolt through
the axle bolts the parts' together tight-
ly. It cost fifty cents besides my own
labor, for cutter, braces, bolts, etc. E.
S. Mead, in Ohio Farmer.

Harsh rsage of the Hone.
It is not a universally recotmized fact

that harsh usage of the horse by
which we mean harsh, loud language
used to the animal, jerking its mouth,
etc., impairs the animal's usefulness
or rather shortens its usefulness.
Watch a horse that is being sworn at
and screamed at by a driver who seems
to be upon the very verge of insanity;
watcn tne animal as its mouth is jerked
by a cruel driver; watch him as he is
whipped for stumbling, or some other
similar offense. Yon will see that the
horse is confused and laboring under
great nervous excitement; and nervous
excitement is injurious to anything on
earth that is capable of feelin? it To
do that to a horse which leads to
nervous excitement therefore, is like
setting fire to valuable nrorjertv. Don't
swear at the horse, don't scold, don't
jerk its mouth, don't whip unreason-
ably. More can be got out of the ani-
mal by kindness than by cruelty.- -.
Farmers' Voice.

Broken Flint as Grit
Hard flint, crushed or ground, will

some day be placed on the market for
the use of ponltrymen in providing grit
for fowls. It is true that nearly all
sections have gravel, but gravel is worn
by the elements into round shapes, or
rather the sharp edges are taken off.
The object in swallowing hard sub-
stances by the fowls is to secure sharp-cuttin- g

material, and ordinary gravel
does not. supply their wants. MaDj
persons use oyster shells, reduced by
grinding or pounding, but shells are too
soft and do not fully serve the purpose
requited. ' Flint is the best material, as
it Blways presents sharp edges, no mat-
ter how fine it may be in condition.
Farm and Fireside.

FARMERS
You should go to the

Hie Block

II Sill
For Drugs, Paints, Oils

Glass, Etc., Etc.

LYNCH k SCHWIXN.

A Tremendous Cut
IS

BOOTS AND SHOES

-- AT

T. BUTTREY& SON'S

Still the Lowest

Ths Celebrated French Cure.

Warranted APHRODITE" or money
to cure refunded.

Is Bold on a
POSITIVE

GUARANTEE
to cure any form
of nervous dis-
ease or any dis
order ol the gen
erative organs .

ot either aex mawhether arlslncl
BEFORE from the execs- - AFTER

give one of Btlmulant a, Tobacco or Opium, or
through youthful indiscretion, over Indul-
gence, Ac, inch ea Losi of Brain Power,
Wakefulness, Bearlncr down Pains In the back.
Seminal Weakness, Hysteria, Nervous

Knotnrnal Emissions, Lencorrhoea.
iHzilness, Weak Memory. Loss of Power and
Impotency. which If neglected often lead to
premature old aire and Insanity. Price $1,00 a
box, e boxes for i.0Q. bent by mall on receipt
of prloe.

A WRITTEN GUARANTEE In (riven for
every $5X0 order received, to refund the money
If a I'ermanent curels not effected. We have
thousands of testimonials from old and young
of both sexes, who have been permanently
cured by the nse of Aphrodltine. Circulars
free. Mention paper, address

THE APHRO MEDICINE CC.
Western Branch, P.O. Box 27.

PORTLAND. OREGON.

FOR SALE 11 Y

A. G. HMTIWANGER, Druggist.
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CMci.EaElIM&MtRjj
Tbt Direct Coot to and from Chicago, Jollet, Ottawa,
Peoria, La Ball. Moltne, Rock Island, la ILLINOIS!
Davenport, Vuacatlns, Ottumwa, Oakaloosa, Del
Moines, Wlntemt, Audubon, Harlsn and Council
BluBMnlOWA; Minneapolis and St, Paul In MIN-
NESOTA; Wstertowa and Sioux Falls la DAKOTA

Cameron, St Joseph and Kansas City, In M1930UBI
Omaha, Lincoln, Fslrbury snd XeUoo, la NEBRASKA!

Atchison, Leavenworth, Uorton, Topeka, Hutchinson,
Wichita, bellevllle, Alliens, Dodgt City, Caldwell, la
KANSAS; Kingfisher. El Reno aad Mlnco, la INDIAN
TERBITOET; Denver, Colorado Springs and Pueblo,
la COLORADO. Traverses new areas of rich farming
and grazing lands, aborting the best facilities of Inter,
eommonlcrtloa to all towns and cities east and west,
northwest and southwest orcblcago, and to Fscinc aad

seaports.

MAGNIFICENT

VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS

Leading all competitors In splendor of equipment,
between CHICAGO and DKS M0IXE8. COUNCIL
BLUFFS and OMAHA, and between CHICAGO and
DEXTER, COLORADO SPRINGS and PUEBlO, via
KANSAS CITT and TOPEKA and vis ST. JOSEPH,
and orcr tlie new line Tla LINCOLN, NEB. Fl
Day Conches, FREE RECLIXCiO CUAIR CArj.and
Palact Sleepers, with Dining Car Sonic. Clow

st Denver snd Colorado Eprlngi with diverging
railway lines, sow forming the net; and f Ictui equ

STANDARD GAUGE
TRANS-ROCK- MOUNTAIN ROUTE

Drn which trains nta dally
THROUGH WITHOUT CHANGE to and from Salt
Lake City, Ogden and San Francisco. TCI BOCK
ISLAND Is also ths Direct and Favorite Line to and
from Manltno, Pike's Peak and all other ssaltsiy asd
aotnle resorts and cities snd mlnlngdlttrtctsln Colorado,

DAILY EAST EXPRESS TRAINS

From St. Joseph and Kansas City to and from all Ins
aortant towns, cities snd sections In Southern Htkruka,
Kansas sad tbe Indian Territory. Also Tla ALBXBX
IXA ROUTE from Ksmas City and Ohlcags to

Slonx Falls, MINNEAPOLIS sad ST. PAUL,
connecting for all points north sad Mithwsst kstwat
ths lakes and ths Psat&o Coast

For Tickets, Msps, Folders, or attired InJbnnatloa
apply to any Coapon Ticket Office la the United States
or Canada, er address

E. 8T. JOHN, JOHN SEBASTIAN,
tal Manager, OeaT Tkt A Past, Agt,

CVJCAOO, ILL,

4. 0. QUOFUEll,
$00T AND SHOElIiEED

IMS k '

VXtUSfM Vsttlw ani Be

EaT"K&ll40kr aeotk ad kauaU,, flLl, Stfssl

I. (


